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The Russian Issue 


“Well, ” 


down a flight of steppes, “while there is LIFE there’s hope.’ 


HIS historic utterance has just 

reached our ears and in recog- 
nition of the free publicity thus given 
us, we are going to publish an issue 
entirely given over to Russia. 
(This, by the way, is no mean 
backhand stroke in itself, as Russia 
is usually entirely given over to 


issues.) 


Gloomy as we usually are, this 
time we shall plumb depths of 
despair that should bring sorrow 
to even the most earnest Russian 
rooter. The poems will be written 
by the leading Petrograduates of 
the Siberian School of Saturnine 


To LIFE SOVIET, New York City 


Dear Comrades: 


Here is a dollar bill. As a receipt, send me 10 


weekly issues so that we can get to know each 
other. (This includes the Russian Number.) 
(Canadian, $1.20; Foreign, $1.40.) 


240 


LIFE, 598 Madison Ave., New York City 
One Year $5.00. (Canadian, $5.80; Foreign, $6.60) 


said the Russian nobleman as the Bolsheviki kicked him 


> 


Cynicism; the stories and “jokes” 
will not only be sad, but abstruse, 


absolutely swathed in veils cf tears. 


§ 


And if we can persuade our Art 





— 


Soviet to inhale a little vodka, we 
hope to have no pictures at all, 
although we may run something 
original—like a cartoon of a 
bearded brute brandishing a bomb. 
Not a very cheerful Nevsky Pros- 
pect, is it? 

The ominous date of publication is 
August 31st, and the price will be 
25,507 rubles, or 15 cents, if you 
pay in U. S. money. However, if 
you have a dollar, you can spend that 


too; follow directions on the coupon. 





——J| 
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“TI hear Pegson is joining his wife.” 
“To whom?” 
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Whispers to Wives 
Of the Other Man 


HILE the husbands of lovely 

and lovable ladies are being 
drawn by Fate and their desire for 
change to other ladies, in no degree 
more lovely, lovable or loving, it is 
not to be supposed that Wives are 
feeling altogether disconsolate, nor 
sitting suitorless, either. Why in- 
deed should they? We know, if we 
take a moment to think, what birds 
find solace in the same sauce; a 
sauce not unconnected, perhaps, with 
the original apple. They may take to 
it for different reasons, and in its 
preparation one may be secretive and 
the other ostentatious; but if the 
Gander should indulge his longing 
for it the Goose will surely follow 
suit, and it is seldom that an attrac- 
tive female need look for new 
recipes. She will have them ready 
to her hand. 

Being herself older than the ages, 
woman will, if she cares to, find it 
far easier than man to dissemble. If 
she is conducting an affair with one 
eye on the effect it may produce 
upon her husband she will not dis- 
semble too much; the thing should 
be suspected. If, on the contrary, 
she is conducting it with the true in- 
terests of the other gentleman at 
heart, she will dissemble a good deal. 
It requires a fine amount of caution 
to be more cautious than most of the 
men one flirts with, but once let them 
be convinced that a lady is infinitely 


more discreet and jealous of appear- 
ances than they can possibly be, and 
there is almost no height to which 
they will not dream of flying. Pene- 
lope’s great hold upon her suitors 
was that she kept them not hopeful, 
but hopeless. She gave them noth- 
ing to run away from and plenty 
of apparently first-rate competition 
while they stayed, and Ulysses (who 
had really been having some most in- 
teresting experiences) came back 
with just the proper amount of in- 
dignation and turned them all out. 
Probably he felt the devil of a fel- 
low for doing it and valued her 
accordingly. Sapient Penelope! 
Would he ever have returned, one 
wonders, if some rumor of their 
persistence had not reached him? 
And how did it reach him? Every 
Wife should know how to convince 
an admirer that he is safe, while con- 
veying the contrary to a vagrant, but 
beloved, husband. Some Wives dao. 
C. D. 


Pin-Money 
Reporter: And how did you get 
your start, Mr. Gotrox? : 
Gotrox: I started saving the pins 
the laundry sent back in my shirts. 


THE man who does not know what 
to do with his hands should not try 
to play bridge. 






A Ballade of Summer 
Camping 


’M one of those lads who achieve a 


thrill 
Whenever they read of the Open 
Air, 
The forest primeval, the mountain 
rill ; 


A campfire bright almost anywhere 

Far, far removed from an office 

chair— 

It makes me 
roam, 


want to get up and 


But the campfire smoke gets in 1 
hair,— 

I think, this summer, I’ll 
home. 


stay 


It’s nothing to me if I'm lost on 
hill, 
When all signs point to the pre 
ence of bear; 
I was a Boy Scout and am sure that 
I will 
With compass and sightings get 
out of there; 
Nothing like that can give me 
scare. 
But in Pinehurst, Lake Placid, Nort 
Woods or Nome, 
I’m put on the black flies’ bill o/ 
fare,— 
I think, this summer, I'll stay a 
home. 


I never have thought a hotel cook's 
skill 
Could provide fodder fit to com 
pare 
With bacon and eggs from a camp 
cook’s grill, 
Spiced with dew from the dawn- 
god’s lair 
(That last is something I’ve read 
somewhere), 


Served on a_ rocky mountain’s 
dome, 
Sut sand in my coffee makes me 
swear,— 
I think, this summer, I'll stay at 
home. 
Envoy 
Prince, you may tempt me with 


prospects fair 
Of vacationing trips—but I do not 


care ; 

For the reasons I’ve hinted in this 
here pome, 

I think, this summer, I'll stay at 
home. 


A.C. M. A. 












HILE the possibilities of cro- 
\ quet as a game have unques- 
ably been realized to the full, the 
‘ter of croquet as a weapon has 
eived scant attention. The efficacy 
the thing came over me just the 
er night. 
had been strolling about the 
in the dusk of the evening,— 
time, by the way, when I do my 
thinking——and had come in 
rtly afterwards with a bump on 
forehead, a cut over my eye, and 
vicket still clinging to my left 
kle, when the big idea came. 
Shot gun, rifle, poison gas, sling 
it, steel traps, boiling water, bow 
| arrow, are all obvious enough, 
their practical use is prohibited 
law, while croquet is still sup- 
sed to have its proper sphere on 
side lawn of domicile or country 
ib. And yet its possibilities as an 
y to crime or as a means of de- 
nse are virtually unlimited. Let 
take up the deadly wicket, for 
-ample, which is precisely what one 
es do with whichever part of the 
ot happens to be the most sensi- 
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Croquet as a Weapon 


tive. No more effective means of 
inflicting bodily injury could possibly 
be devised—the sharp impact on the 
ankle, the sudden lurch, the pros- 
trate form. Consider the sinister 
stake—the quick jab just below the 
knee—the thud—the hospital. 

However, it is the devilish subtlety 
of the thing that particularly recom- 
mends it. For years people have 
been knocked down, battered, 
scratched and torn by croquet sets 
working under the protection of 
night; and yet so trusting is man, 
so ready to see the good side rather 
than the bad, that it is Rollo and 
Marguerite playing their morning 
game in the sunshine that is remem- 
bered, rather than the unconscious 
form of poor old Judge Comfort 
draped over the center wicket on 
that gloomy night in June. 

People who have been taught from 
infancy never to handle a loaded 
gun, will walk across a lawn, where 
lurks the croquet set, without fear 
or trepidation. People, I say, who 
would refuse a sniff of poison gas 
and balk at a drink of arsenic, will 


follow you lamb-like, no matter how 
dark the night, as you lead them 
into the snares of the croquet trap 


It may be your croquet set on 
your lawn, and the person whom you 
consign to its tentacles may be your 
worst enemy, but while the wickets 
throw him this way and that and 
the stakes batter him to a pulp, you 
may stand on the side-line and laugh, 
safe in the assurance that no 
coroner’s jury can touch you. 

And as a means of defense—well, 
let Japan make the most of the 
Mutsu as long as we have croquet. 


fp. @ 





Potentiality 
AM a potential poetess, 
And I sing of potential love. 
(Though the sky at present is 
clouded, 
There’s potential moonlight above. ) 


Oh, dearest potential sweetheart, 
Beloved—no matter who- 

You may not know, but potentially 
I'm madly in love with you! 


L. P. G. 








Revising a Myth 
What really happened when Saint George met the Dragon. 
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Tommy: 


Where do we come in? 


They’ve had our pogo sticks for the last hour! 


Sally: Yes, and mamma looks such a nut with her hair all down! 


T is no exaggeration to say there 

are several kinds of minds. Mine 
happens to be one of the sort which, 
when confronted with an elaborate 
form to be filled in, such as an in- 
come tax blank or an application for 
a passport, suddenly runs and hides, 
and if coaxed or bullied becomes 
hysterical. 

Recently I’ve been trying to get a 
passport. 

Before I began I had a general 
idea that I had been born, that the 
episode had occurred in this coun- 
try, that I was white and that | 
wished to go to England and France. 
After I had finished I came to 
believe that it was all a dream— 
beautiful, if you will, but undeniably 
a dream. 

Picking up the information sheet. 
which had been sent me along with 
the application blank, what was my 
consternation to read that 


The Dotty Line 


b. Passports are not issued for pur- 
poses of pleasure, tourist travel, 
or recreation to: Poland, Rou- 
mania, Latvia, Lithuania, Estho- 
nia, Vladivostok, Russia, Siberia, 
Bulgaria, Kingdom of the Serbs, 
Croats and Slovenes, Armenia, 
Persia, Georgia, Azerbaijan, 
Kurdistan and Mesopotamia. 
(Passports are issued for tourist 
travel or recreation to Constan- 
tinople, Mersina, Smyrna, Pales- 
tine, Beirut, Jaffa, Aleppo, Da- 
mascus and Bagdad.) 

It came as a blow in the face. 
Immediately I was on fire to see 
with my own eyes the family life of 
a Croat or a Slovene. 

Oh, to be in Azerbaijan now that 
June is here! 

But for some obscure reason, the 
State Department said no. 

On the other hand, I could go to 
Mersina if I chose, and still better, I 
could go without any passport what- 
ever to Paraguay and Honduras. 

“Oh, well,” I said, laying aside the 


information sheet and taking up the 
application blank, “I'll stick—Eng- 
land and France for me.” 


“I solemnly swear that I was 
born at in 
the State of-— on or about 
the— day of I—.” 
Now how could I swear to that? It 
was all hearsay so far as I was con- 
cerned. Still, there was no sense in 
flubbing the trip just because I was 
squeamish as to the actual facts: so 
I swore. Then by easy stages I came 
to Description of Applicant and I 
turned to the information sheet for 
guidance. 





It ran as follows: 

Age— 

Forehead—High, low, broad, nar- 
row, receding, square or medium. 

I got a mirror and tried to decide. 
It was a pretty question. At last I 
wrote “High and broad.” Decidedly 





there couldn’t be any othe™ answer. 

Nose—Long, short, broad, pointed, 
retroussé, aquiline, straight, medium 
or Roman. 

Eyes—Blue, brown, gray, green or 
hazel. 

| wrote as follows: 

Nose—Green. 

Eyes—Aquiline. 

Complexion—Partly bald. 

Hair—Sallow. 

(he dotted line was doing to me 
hat it always did. 

Distinguishing marks— Here was 
a puzzler. Of course I remembered 
hat my knee caps were somewhat 
rominent—that intimate friends who 
ad seen me in my bathing suit had 

well, some of them had laughed a 
t—you know, just as friends of 

g standing will do; but I did not 
think that the Government of the 
‘nited States had any right to pry 
into that. After all, one is entitled 
to some privacy, even if one does 
vant to take a trip abroad. So I 
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Irate Housewife: 


Tramp (bitterly): 


No, mum, I’m not; 
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wrote “An air of manliness and 
fearlessness” on the line. 

Then I went to the photographer's 
and had two photographs made “on 
thin paper with a light background 
and about 3 inches by 3 inches in 
size.” 

I couldn’t have been looking my 
best that day. Something was 
wrong. A low-grade moron stupidly 
leered out of the picture looking like 
the fag-end of the famous Jukes 
family. It was disheartening. 

Urged, or rather ordered, by my 
family, I tried another photograph. 

This time I came out a cross be- 
tween Eddie Foy and Zip, the Hu- 
man What-is-it. 

I tossed a coin and the last of the 
noble line of Jukes got the decision. 

If you care to take the trouble, 
you'll find a copy of it in the archives 
of the State Department. 

Finally it was all finished and I 


took it down to the Custom House, 
where I fought my way through a 


y 


yl 


5 


crowd of Esthonians, Armenians, 
Serbs and school teachers to a young 
man at a desk. 

I dislike to recall the scene. 

After he had got control of him- 
self he explained just why I had bet- 
ter try again. 

I’m trying now. 

R. K. 


The Mask 
"VE made myself a mask, 
Since Love has made me wise; 

It covers all my face 

With holes for mouth and eyes. 
And all the fools I know, 

Who live along my way, 
Can knock upon my door 

With things they have to say 
They can forever peep 

To see what they can see, 
But they'll never glimpse 

The real face of me! 


again 











Ain’t you the same man I gave a mince pie to last Christmas? 


an’ wot’s more, the doctors say I never will be again. 









CENE: The Bedroom of Mr. and Mrs. Bene- 
dict Newleigh, twin-beds discernible in the 
gloom. 

Mrs. 
ing ! 
Newleigh speaks in louder tones.) 

be so romantic! 
BENEDICT (sighing): 
to yourself or me? 

Mrs. NEWLEIGH (triumphantly): There! 
I knew you weren't asleep but I didn’t want to wake you. 

Benepict: Wrong both times, but never mind. In 
another year I won't be able to go to sleep without your 
waking me up first—it’s getting such a habit. But con- 
tinue—what’s so romantic and thrilling? 

Mrs. NewLeicH: This Sutter couple that are going 
out like Adam and Eve to wrest a living from nature 
with their own bare hands. Oh, Benedict, wouldn’t you 
just LOVE to do it? 

Benepict: No, I'd rather sleep. Good night, honey. 

Mrs. NEwWLeicH: Isn’t there any poetry in your soul? 

BeNneEpDict: Not at eleven p. M. Let’s save it for the 
morning. 

Mrs. NEWLEIGH: But just think—going out into the 
woods, no clothing, no food, no— 

BeneEDict: No brains. 

Mrs. NEWLEIGH (firmly): 


NEWLEIGH: It would be so thrill- 
(No answer from Benedict. Mrs. 
It would 


Are you talking 


Please don't interrupt me, 





The Judge (Irish): 
The Prisoner: 
The Judge: 
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Twin Bed-Time Stories 
Benedict Is No Woodsman 



























Ben—without anything but your own resourcefulness 
to save you from cold and starvation. 

Benepict: If you're such a hound for discomfort I'll 
stop working. Heaven knows | can get along on less. 

Mrs. NEWLEIGH (sighing): Oh dear! You can't see 
it’s the struggle with nature that makes it so thrilling. 
I saw the pictures the camera man took of them. 

Benepict: Oh, they’ve got a camera man along, have 
they? No chance of their starving, I guess. 

Mrs. NewLeicu: Why, the man hasn't anything to do 
with them. He was just sent along to get pictures. 

Benepict: And they wouldn’t take anything from 
him even if they wanted it? Oh no! 

Mrs. NEwWLeEIGH (dreamily): I wish I had married 
someone that was daring! 

Benepict: I wish you had, too. 

Mrs. NEWLEIGH (apparently his words have not pene- 
trated her preoccupation): Someone who would plunge 
into the primeval forest with me like that. 

Benepict: Say, you'd look fine running around in 
the pine groves with a figure like yours— 

Mrs. NEWLEIGH (she didn’t miss that one, howeve 
Oh—OH—OH. The minute I begin to talk my husband 
insults m-me because I am s-stout—OH— 

(lf Benedict gets to sleep before twelve he 
gist.) 


is a strate- 


ee & 


(Curtain. ) 
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I sentence yez to imprisonment for life. 
For life, Your Honor? 
Yes, and I hope it will prove a warnin’ to yez. 
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The Infernal Feminine 


“In feudal times, as_ ever, 
preachers expressed their horror 
of the ruinous extravagance of 
women, their false hair, their 
rouge, and their dresses that were 
too long or too short. They also 
reprobated their love of flirta- 
tion.”"—Havelock Ellis. 


L VER since the days of Adam, 
a. (That was quite some time 
ago) 
(jergymen have muttered, “Madam, 
your actions thus and so. 
Put yourself beyond the critics, 
lave your skirts a proper length; 
Men are moral paralytics, 
Do not tax them past their 
strength !” 


Even in the Middle -Ages, 

\Vhich were somewhat laissez 
faire, 

\\omen were informed by sages 
How to act and what to wear. 

An assembly of ascetics, 
Eloquent on woman’s place, 

Never fails to link cosmetics 

\Vith the future of the race. 


\\henas Julia goes in satins 
Modestly designed and cut, 

(here are always Dr. Stratons 
Ready with a curt “Tut! tut !"— 

(On a damsel meanly pinning 
Something which they reprehend ; 

So it was in the beginning, 
Is, and shall be till the end. 

B. L. 


The Whole Truth 


a OST of all,” Eleanor de- 

clared when we arrived at 
the shore that morning, “I’m happy 
because we'll be away from that 
-creech-owl all summer. I’m so re- 
lieved, I could cry.” 

Julia Carfair had not wholly 
earned the characterization of 
screech-owl.” She lacked some of 
the bird’s traits—that of being silent 
i) the daytime, for instance. Her 
-creeching, particularly of much- 
bused portions of “Madame Butter- 
ly,” was a twenty-four hour job. 

Living in the adjacent apartment, 
ve had stood Julia’s howling through 
ill the fall, winter and spring 
nonths, uncomplaining save for a 
iew hundred letters to the managers 
f the property, three unsuccessful 
‘ourt actions and a pound of poi- 
soned candy which unfortunately 
was fed to the pet Pom. 

That was why we sublet our apart- 
ment and rented a cottage at the 



































































Not Now 


“When I was young, girls were taught to darn their own stockings.” 


“Yes, Grandma, but in those days it was possible to place a darn where 
it wouldn’t show.” 


shore for the summer, even though 
business demanded that I stay in 
town; and that was why Eleanor 
professed great happiness when we 
arrived at Pacific-on-Atlantic to be- 
gin our vacation from Julia. 

We went to the real-estate office 
to get our keys. 

“I see your neighbors are here al- 
ready,” the bright young man in- 
formed us, cheerily, as he handed the 
jingling bundle to me. 

“Are they?” I inquired, with dis- 
interested politeness. 

“Yeh!” he shouted. “They took 
possession this morning. Nice fam- 
ily, too,” he added. “From New 
York. The name is Carfair.” 


“Have they—have they a daugh 
ter?” I asked, weakly. 

“Sure!” boomed the bright young 
man. “Her name’s Julia. She sings.” 

Newspaper reports of subsequent 
happenings were grossly inaccurate 
and unfair. It is true that I jumped 
off the pier after my wife, but that 
was because | fainted in the real- 
estate office and since Eleanor had 
gained one hundred and fifty yards’ 
start, she just beat me to it. 

And | did not throw my arms 
around the neck of the lifeguard 
who rescued us. What I did do was 
to try to strangle him, and my only 
regret in the whole affair is that I did 
not succeed. J. K. M. 





THE SEVEN AGES OF SPORT 


II 
At first the infant Then the winning schoolboy 
Bouncing and jouncing on his nurse’s foot. With his steelie and shining immies—ags., 
Playing for keeps . . 
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And then the lover 
Caught in the net that he himself put up, 
His vantage lost... 














vV Vv 
Then an idol And then the justice 
Full of trick plays, and girded for the hard In fair round knickers, with good Bourbon lined, 
Unyielding combat, sudden and quick in action. . . With eyes severe for those who mar the green, 
Full of wise rules and modern theories . . . 
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VI VII 
The sixth age shifts Last sport of all 
Into a smaller green, a shorter course, That ends this strange, eventful history, 
With spectacles on nose, his manly swing Is senile capering of one-steps sad, 
Becomes the aimless knocking of a child... Sans time, sans taste, sans pep, sans everything. 
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What the Irish need most is not a 
president, but a referee. 
= 5 
The U. S. Shipping Board ought to 
change its name to The American 
Bar Association. 
JL 


on account of the distance he can 

travel on a small quantity of gas. 
IL 

No matter how athletic a girl may 

be nowadays, her swimming is never 

her long suit. 


In the contest for initial position, 
WJZ is creeping up on BVD. 
Al, 
If a certain well-known newspaper 
man runs for Governor of New Y ork 
next fall he'll have to change his 
name to Hearsed. 





The Constitution 
follows the jag. 
+L 

An Egyptian mum- 
my with bobbed 
hair has been found. 
They are digging 
for the goloshes 
now. 

+L 
“The dress of the 
modern young wo- 
man,” the Rev. J. 
W. Harrington 
views with alarm, 
“is just another er- 
ror’; but this un- 
official scorer, for 
one, would let it go 
as a hit. 

JL 
Let’s see—the coal 
miners still have 
the railroad men 
one up on strikes, 
haven't they? 

JL 
American tourists 
who have returned 
from Paris say that 
it cannot hold a 
scandal to Holly- 
wood. 





L 

It is reported that 
the Kaiser is plan- 
ning a come-back. 
He has _ probably 
been encouraged by 
reading about Babe 
Ruth. 





“An’ the gobble-uns ‘ll git you 
Ef you 
Don’t 
Watch 
Out!” 


JL 
It was merely “the 


gang” in the olden 
days. Then it be- 
came a “ring.” To- 
day it’s a “bloc.” 

-L 
Bulgaria has put a 
tax on short skirts, 
To be paid by the 
men, presumably. 

+L 
Senescence is the 
age at which a man 
either makes a 
monkey of himself 
or gets his surgeon 
to do it. 


Formerly, when a 
man’s vision 
menced to fail, he 
changed hisglasses; 
now he changes his 
bootlegger. 

+L 
Nevertheless, the 
country keeps on 
trying bootleggers; 
perhaps in time it 
will try Prohibition. 


coim- 





If someone doesn't 
call another dis- 
armament  confer- 
ence soon, Ireland 
and China will ex- 
haust the world’s 
supply of ammuni- 
tion. 





The favorite vege- 





JL 
NEWCASTLE, ENG., 
July 25.—The Coal Carriers’ Con- 
vention attended a cinema show to- 
night and enjoyed a slow movie of 
the American Bonus bill passing. 

+L 
Henry Ford is, no doubt, being con- 
sidered as a presidential candidate 


The modern flapper is more to be 
petted than censured. 

+L 
A good many people will not take up 
wireless in a serious way until the 
Atlantic Monthly establishes a radio 
department. 


table of the New 
York police depart- 
ment appears to be the yegg plant. 


LL 


“I cannot sing the old songs;” 
I hear my neighbor sighing. 

“TI cannot sing the old songs”; 
And yet she keeps on trying. 
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The Captain: Say, mister! if yell take our photo in our new uniform cheap, we'll let ye 
P Pp Pp 
stick one in yer winder. 


Names on Request “If lost—return to 51717.8 North Beamish Boulevard, 


4 ; é nye : Quince City, Mo.” 

ETTING Your Name Before the Public = rapidly So that, when a policeman stops the traffic to permit 
SF becoming the most fashionable American pastime. you to wheel your baby carriage across the street, you 
Publicity is the all-powerful deity at whose shrine every will be able to say, “I am highly indebted to you for this 

in, woman and child is wont to worship. The electric 7 ; f 


a f the th ; b 1 thei act of courtesy, Mr. Callahan”; or when a taxi driver 
ns in front of the theatres have burned their way overcharges you, you can remark, “Look here, Ronald 
» the national soul. 


- - sag : Throckmorton of 226 University Heights, where do you 
Everybody is doing it. Every desk in every office has eet this stuff?” : : 
occupant’s name emblazoned on it in gold letters. * ; ; ; 
ere is a sign on every ticket window in every rail- And, by the way, the signature of the scribe who wrote 
id station, proclaiming the identity of the gentleman these lines is— 
o informs you that there are no lowers left. Re- 
ently a large traction corporation issued a ukase to 
effect that henceforth all its employees, motormen To a Chamois 
d conductors, must wear identification tags so that its 
trons might know how to address the fellow who ING-FOOTED chamois, with your gaze so 
outs, “Next Stop—Brwggzzmpff Street.” A large ice And so untroubled, nibbling a wild rose, 
‘ream parlor has placed cards beneath the glass tops of’ So unsuspecting of what will betide! 
iis tables announcing that “The name of your waitress The heart that beats against your tender side, 
is Miss Pearl Quirk.” How can it warn you that your little hide 
Of course, with an initial impetus like this, the prac- Will spread the powder on Camilla’s nose? 
tice will spread until it includes the entire population. Wing-footed chamois, with your gaze so wide 
Everyone will wear place cards around his, her or its And so untroubled, nibbling a wild rose ! 
neck. Possibly there will be the additional information, M, 


R. E. S. 





Why do you hang this picture upside down? 
She: I sold it that way. 


Interpretative Dancing 


HE dancer, draped in a feather, gave a mighty 
spring, waved her arms desperately about her ankles, 
took a backward leap and stood coyly poised with her 
right toe tucked under her left elbow. 
A flutter of programs! 
Ah yes! 
We read: “The Dying Peacock preens herself before 
her mate after calling together the Fish and Fowls who 
are her Friends.” 


In a costume consisting of two ferns and a buttercup, 


the dancer waved one leg on high, bent backward three 
times and came up smiling. 

The program explains: “Nymphus, in running away 
from the cruel Tree Sprite, suddenly remembers the Rain 
Cloud’s warning.” 

Five dancers with a pint of tulle among them and 
almost more arms and legs than they could use, played 
ring-around-a-rosy for five minutes, turned their atten- 
tion to drying their hair, and finally fell prone upon the 
floor with their legs wrapped about their necks. 

The program comes to the rescue with: “The Rain- 
drops mischievously plot to waylay Thunderbolt on his 
way to the tryst.” 

The man in front of us whispers to his wife: “Be 
sure to remind me to stop at the drug store for that 
porous plaster !” 


m. &. 


Midsummer 


TILL water pools; where breaks the trout, 
Cutting the surface, rainbow-hued; 

The thrilling whine of reel run out, 

Casting the fly to suit his mood. 
Still water and a shadowed nook, 

Just fringed above by frills of white, 
Where over stones the little brook 

Washes its garments day and night. 


Fast water; where the cedar sides 
Slip down above the rippling riff, 
Shying and bolting, swift she glides; 
The light canoe’s a skittish skiff. 
Tang o’ the pines about your face, 
Flash o’ the paddle in the sun; 
Mottled the ftrst, so swift the pace 
Down through the wooded gantlet run. 


Wide water; through the seafoam veil, 
Just “spilling wind” the white yawls heel, 
Green water on the leeward rail, 
The hum of headway ‘neath the keel. 
Slap o’ the waves below the winch, 
Slub o’ the combers hard alee; 
A chantey of Romance,—every inch ! 
Vibrant speck on the sprawling sea. 





Drawn for Life by F. Fabiano 


The Race Is Not Always for the Swift 








14 





JULY 27, 1922 





“While there is Life there’s Hope” 
Published by 
LIFE PUBLISHING COMPANY 





Vol. 80. 2073 


London Offices, Rolls House, Breams Bldgs., London, E. C. 


ANDH I is an 

interesting 
person. He is the 
Dean Inge of In- 
dia, only more so, 
though his persua- 
sions are not iden- 
tical with those of 
indeed are pretty 





and 


the Dean, 
nearly their opposite. Where the two 
agree is in thinking that current mat- 
ters are not in a good case, though 
Gandhi is probably more hopeful of 


improvement in them than Dean 
Inge. 

The British have put Gandhi in 
jail for inciting sedition. The Eve- 
ning Post the other day printed 
extracts from letters from him to a 
friend in India in which he makes 
interesting exposition of his senti- 
ments. He says the trouble with 
India is not the British but modern 


civilization. Except for that, he 


thinks, East and West could get 
together. He heartily disapproves of 
modern civilization—of its rail- 


ways, its telegraphs, its telephones 
and almost every other invention or 
convenience that is reputed, as he 
says, to be a triumph of civilization. 
He would probably disapprove of ele- 
vators and chewing gum, and even 
of the Ford car. If the British were 
turned out of India there would be 
no material improvement, he thinks, 
in India unless modern civilization 
were turned out at the same time. 

He has not even a good word for 
modern medicine. On the contrary 
he says it is the concentrated essence 
of black magic. Quackery he holds 
to be infinitely preferable to what 
passes for high medical skill. On 
hospitals he looks as instruments of 
the devil, used by him to keep his 
hold on his kingdom. 

He would have India unlearn all 
that she has learned during the past 


598 Madison Avenue, New York 


fifty years, and live religiously and 
deliberately the simple peasant life, 
knowing it to be a life giving true 
happiness. 


O, Gandhi. There are people 

both in Europe and in this para- 
dise of the United States who go 
with him at least part of the way. 
They think small potatoes of the 
works of the twentieth century civili- 
zation, and do not believe mankind 
will amount to much until it has got 
rid of it. They think old times were 
much better than these. They praise 
the simple life, which very few of 
them have ever lived. They think 
the organization of everything is a 
great evil. They are down on fac- 
tories; think telephones are an im- 
mense nuisance and airplanes no bet- 
ter, and will not admit that automo- 
biles and good roads have really done 
us any good. As a rule they would 
not discredit modern medicine till we 
get something better, but there is a 
large and growing group that think 
there are much better methods of 
controlling disease. Indeed they 
think they have such methods now in 
widespread and successful operation. 
In this part of the world, however, 
this opinion about modern medicine 
and the disapproval of modern civili- 
zation in general are not active in 
the same minds. In Gandhi they are 
all part of one sentiment, but our 
Christian Scientists and others, who 
do not think much of medicine, seem 
to be as active as anyone in the ap- 
proval and use of machinery of all 
kinds. 


F course this is an excellent time 
to knock modern civilization. 
There has been that great trouble 
about the war, and the western world 
is still full of worries and clashes, 
which are the immediate results of it, 


but it is not ready yet to take up wit! 
Gandhi's creed that it is all bad. |: 
will go through with modern civiliza 
tion or perish in the adventure. |: 
has no mind for a general demolitio: 
of the existing apparatus fer com 
munication, transportation and th 
production of the necessaries of life 
It will try to cure the evils that hav 
come with them. It will not demolish 
the powers that man has gathered be- 
cause he has not made perfect use oi 
them. It will try to keep the powers 
and improve the use. Possibly India 
may take the back track but the 
western nations never will unless 
they are forced to by a general mu- 
tiny of the proletariat or the collapse 
of the banks and churches, hospitals 
and colleges and their other favorite 
institutions. 


HE great complaint against 

modern civilization is that its 
benefits have not been equitably dis- 
tributed—that the increased powers 
of man have not made people hap- 
pier. As to that there is a wide 
field for discussion. The strikes that 
are going on in this country now, 
and the various troubles and anxie- 
ties of Europe, are arguments for the 
affirmative, but the strikes wi!l,»rob- 
ably be over before these lines come 
to the reader’s notice and the present 


‘distresses of Europe will doubtless be 


cured in the course of time. Mean- 
while, however, think of the strikes 
as arguments for Gandhi's view that 
western civilization breeds incurable 
discontent and is going to the dogs. 
The great immediate arguments 
against that view are to cure strikes, 
and induce forbearance and co-op- 
eration among the nations. If the 
brains of the western civilization are 
not equal to these feats, its critics 
have a right to call it groggy. 
E, 7 M. 
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There Are Many Reasons for Broken Fngageme 
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Engagements. Some Are Better Than Others 
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Mrs. Ulch takes two friends into her 
somewhat overcrowded confidence and 
ives them the inside story of the 

ady who occupies the room across 
the hall. “Of course,” she explains, 
“I am not one of the kind that wants 
to mix in anyone else’s affairs, but 
the door was open at least six inches, 
and when I went by, the smoke blew 
right out into the hall.” The audience 
agrees that it is Mrs. Ulch’s duty as : 
a wife and mother to make a full re- "Shing 
port to the management, 


Mr. Clinch, who has left the business 
world flat on its face, and joined the 
Little Woman for two wholesome 
weeks at Barnacle House, gets in on 
the local gossip. For the fourteenth 
time since breakfast, Mr. Clinch has 
learned that the day is doubtless a 
scorcher in the city, and that the heat 
is practically nowhere as compared to 
the humidity. Thus it goes, back and 
forth, all day long, and the unaccus- 
tomed mental strain is beginning to 
tell on Mr. Clinch. 
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The Knitters’ Quartette renders its 
big favorite—‘“Each thought a purl, 
each purl a pray’r.” The members 
are not so intent upon adding Sev 
stitches for the sleeves and binding 
off thirty for the neck that they can’t 
keep a series of watchful eyes on 
the carryings-on of that widow from 
the South, the way those Gilley chil- 
dren are allowed to run wild on the 
beach, and the heart affairs of the girl 
knockout from Brooklyn. 





Miss Crouch gladly wel- 





Mesdames Curley, Walmsley, and 
Loof form a jolly line-up at the 
Saturday night dances. They have 
as good as settled it that things 
are not what they were when 
Grandma was a girl, that they are 
completely mystified as to what 
this generation is coming to, and 
that there never was a prettier nor 
healthier dance than a good rous- 
ing lancers. 





comes the vacation days, 
for then she works in her 
year’s reading. Miss 
Crouch has been burning 
up modern literature this 
summer, coming triumph- 
antly through “Chats on 
Old Silver,” “Rambles in 
Vermont” and “Fifty At- 
tractive Stitches in Filet 
Crochet.” 








It is Mrs. Nimick’s private opinion that the whole 
hotel is in league against her, and she is not the girl 
to suffer in silence about it. The latest outrage is 
the occupation, by an entire stranger to her, of her 
own special rocker, on the corner of the porch where 
she has sat for the last eight summers. Mrs. Nimick 
feels that the least the clerk can do about it is to call 
out the militia. 


Through the Summer Hotel with Gun and Camera 
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Crooks’ Book of Etiquette 
“The police of New York yester- 
rudely interrupted a course of 
tte which Rudolph C——— of 

— W. —th St., was undergo- 
with the idea of becoming a 
‘leman crook’ uptown.”—News 


1. Never slam doors. Enter and 
Remember the gallant 
folks 


exit quietly. 
‘se-breaker always allows 
their full quota of sleep. 
Never jostle passengers in the 
Your truly polite pick- 
ket may be seen, but is never felt. 
;. Never ask your man to throw 
his hands without first saying, 
Please!” A sharp command may 
irprise the customer into a cry for 


bway. 


lp. This will create a_ scene. 
ntlemen-burglars always avoid 
enes. 

4. At the dance, in removing 


irls from partner’s neck, always 
ring your brightest mot on the 
ly. In this way, the pearls will 
ne off without notice, and your 
rtner will be spared a great deal 
annoyance. “It is almost the 
finition of a gentleman-burglar to 
he is one who never inflicts 
n.” 
;. If your host surprises you in 
act of surreptitiously sampling 
: pre-Volstead Burgundy at 3 A. M., 
him won't he have a little some- 
ng himself, at the same _ time 
ially remarking, “Who is your 
tlegger?”"—Win with Courtesy! 
Never fail, after you have 
risked a customer of his worldly 
goods, to return him a dime for his 
re home. He will remember you 
gratefully—Win with Kindness! 
C. B. &. 


That Ideal Neighbor 


H* is just old enough to suit the 
husbands and young enough to 
suit the wives. He has money 
enough to do everything the neigh- 
bors want to do, but not enough to 
make any of them envious. 

le is busy enough to be an ex- 
ample to the lazy husbands and leis- 
urcly enough to make a good com- 
panion for them. He can lend any 
kind of automobile or garden tool; 
can play chess, checkers, crib- 
baze, bridge, pinochle, poker, golf, 
nis and roque. He can dance, 
swim, and ride; he likes to fish and 
knows just where to go for bait, 
canned or bottled. He can change 
a tire and start an unstartable car. 


a+ 
_ 


LIFE 


He admires everybody's children 
and everybody's house, lawn, pic- 
tures, books, cars, dogs and putters. 


He is the ideal neighbor. There is 
only one disagreeable thing about 
him. Nobody likes him. 


Advice to Worriers 


RAY list to me a modest while; 

I fain would spill an earful: 
Don't worry—cultivate a smile— 
Be always bright and cheerful. 


When things are looking dour and 
black, 
Then you be blithe and hearty; 
Just slap me gaily on the back— 
The life of every party. 


Let naught your cheery nature spoil; 
3e always gay and chipper .. . 
And I'll supply the boiling oil, 
If someone has a dipper. 
G. 3. &. 





19 


How to Secure and Operate a 
Matrimonial Receiving Outfit 

O you have any trouble in com- 

municating with your wife? 
If so, it is no doubt due to the static, 
and also to the wave length; some 
matrimonial wave lengths are perma 
nent and others are bobbed. There 
fore, you must have a receiving out 
fit that is quickly adjustable. 

A single outfit, such as we make, 
consists of a crystal temper detector, 
telling you when is the best moment 
to listen in, a lightning switch, which 
guards against thunder storms, and 
the proper antenna. 

By placing the receiver at your 
ear, and adjusting from one hun- 
dred vibrations up to a million, you 
can, in a short time, learn practically 
everything that your wife doesnt 
care whether you know or not. 
Price $80 with six hundred feet of 
matrimonial aerial. 

















INTIMATE GLIMPSES OF AMERICAN GENERALS OF INDUSTRY 
No. 39 Mr. Michelin pauses in his stroll to be of service to the kiddies. 










































LIFE’S Title Contest 


above, Lire will award prizes as follows: 


Pavel Frame .occccace .. + -8900.00 
Second Prize .......... . -8200.00 
Third Prize .......... .. -5100.00 













The Contest will be governed by the following 
CONDITIONS: 
fully, and to conform to them exactly. 
inquiries. ) 


and briefly describes the picture above. 


1922. 


torial Staff, and their decision will be final. 











words each. 
title, but not more than ten to a sheet. 


tying contestant. 


of the final reading). Checks will be sent simultaneously 
with the announcement of the award. 





LIFE 


OR the best title to the Maxfield Parrish picture 


(Contestants are advised to read these conditions care- 
LIFE cannot 
undertake to enter into correspondence or to reply to 


By “best” is understood that title which most cleverly 


The contest is now open and open to everybody, and 
will close at this office at noon on Tuesday, August Ist, 


Titles will be judged by three members of Lire’s Edi- 
Titles may be original, or may, be a quotation from 
some well-known author, and should not exceed twenty 


Contestants may send in more than one 


Should we have duplicates of any of the winning an- 
swers, the full amount of the prize will be given each 


The final award will be announced as early as possible 
after the close of the contest (allowing for completion 


All titles should be addressed to Lire’s Picture Title 
Contest, 598 Madison Avenue, New York, N. Y. En. 
velopes should contain nothing but the competing titles, 
typewritten or very plainly written, using one side of 
paper only, with the name and address of the sender on 
each sheet. 

The members of Lire’s staff will not compete. 


Knifing the Budget 


“Careful study is expected to reduce the ex- 
penses of the Royal Household of Great Britain 
by £10,000 annually.”—News Item. 


£ d 
LIMINATING photographs of Queen 
ECCT TOT UPTO TTT OTT ETT TT Te 40 16 
Cutting down King George’s old uniforms 
2 8... At. re 1000 
Providing the Poet Laureate with 1 case beer 
rather than 2 tuns extra Canary wine..... 85 6 
Selling the Master of the Horse’s horse and 
Ee OD BD Fs accccdnecepnccessces 3 9 
Serving the roast beef of Old England with- 
Gut YOCRenive PMGGME....<cvcccccnccces 10 i4 
Reducing the Hereditary Grand Almoner’s 
ST OS MINES ov ccevicsedessncsenss Sa 
Cancelling subscriptions to John Bull, the 
Westminster Gazette, the Manchester 
Guardtan and Tit-Bits................. 4 6 
Substituting a competent goose girl for the 
Keeper of the Swans..............-000: 600 
Dismissing Prince Henry’s valet de chambre 
(he’s old enough to dress himself)...... 1000 
Going to the Lascelles’ for dinner once a week 
Ee rere eee eee 950 17 4 
Smoking Woodbines rather than the cus- 
tomary King’s size Pall Malls........... 22 Ww 6 
Replacing the Superintendent of the Royal 
Mews with an experienced Tabby cat.... 992 4 7 
Subletting the Prince of Wales’ suite (he’s 
never home, anyway)......ccsccsceses. 5285 19 4 





£10,009 
H.W. H. 


Women and Things 


A. described a littlke woman as being so small 
that she could actually walk under her own parasol. 


* * * 


Ficures that have attracted men: 
Ruth St. Denis, Annette Kellerman. 
Figures that have attracted women: $3.98. 


Venus de Milo, 


* * * 


N1ope was the greatest Amazon. No feminine weapon 
is more deadly than a tear—always provided that the 
man is there to see it shed. 


* * * 


Tue world has facilities enough now for transmitting 
intelligence rapidly—that is, until we get more intelligence 
to transmit. 
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Midsummer Jingle 


VE an ingle, shady ingle, near a dusky bosky dingle Through the trees I'll hear a single ringing sound, a cow- 
Where the sighing zephyrs mingle with the purling of bell’s jingle, 
the stream, And its ting-a-ling’ll mingle with the whispers of the 
(here I linger in the jungle, and it makes me thrill and breeze ; 
tingle, So, altho I’ve not a single sou, no potentate or king’ll 
Far from city’s strident jangle as | angle, smoke and Make me jealous while I angle in my ingle ‘neath the 


dream. trees. 
Flaccus. 











F it were not for the publishers the 

Great Open Spaces would probably 
totter and fall and drag the health of 
the race with them. The publishers 
alone understand the vacation urge in 
man, its glorious impetus, its weak 
spots. The publishers know that a 
summer resort is one in which there is 
no furnace to function in chilly weather. 
They know that golf in the rain is 
almost anything but the sport it should 
be. With uncanny clairvoyance they 
foresee the vacation crises which make 
sweltering in town seem such a com- 
fortable business. Indeed they alone 
stand between the Great Open Spaces 
and complete rout. There is actually 
no way of estimating the numbers of 
instinctive vacationeers who would flee 
annually from the summer rainfall of 
the out-of-door life if it were not for 
the publishers and their all-consoling 
summer fiction. 


T= present summer unusually 
earnest work has been done in the 
noble cause of saving the vacation, and 
the record of it will fill our page for 
weeks to come. But right now in the 
beginning we should like to tell MM. 
Doubleday-Page and Company that 
Lire itself saw their “Merton of the 
Movies” lift a barometer from a piazza 
floor in the Maine woods and replace 
it on the wall. And Lire will produce 
witnesses. 

Certainly “Merton of the Movies” is 
a remarkable book. Mr. Harry Leon 
Wilson, Merton’s author, has the fame 
of a comedian and, during its serial ap- 
pearance, his story was pretty con- 
sistently described as burlesque. There 
is something in one of the old songs 
about bringing coals to Newcastle. Just 
so, burlesque on Hollywood seemed be- 
side the point and nothing was done 


IDS 


Fiction in Flannels 


about Merton until this incident of the 
Maine barometer. 

Gorgeous as Mr. Wilson’s humor is, 
his novel is far more than burlesque. 
He has written the honest story of a 
young man who had great screen am- 
bitions and no traitor sense of humor 
to impede them. Merton is an actor, 
blood and bone, which is to say man 
specializing in Ego. Merton is a Don 
Quixote who charges the windmills of 
Hollywood to inevitable and astounding 
victory. To be sure, Mr. Wilson has h‘s 
fun with the infancy of the motion pic- 
ture industry, but the moral of Merton 
cuts far deeper than that, the portraits 
of his brothers and sisters of the pro- 
fession are the truest theatre folk we 
have ever seen in a book and the story 
of his career is by way of being some- 
thing of a masterpiece. 


E felt that Mr. Norman Davey’s 

“Guinea Girl” should have shared 
barometric honors with Merton. Who- 
ever read “The Pilgrim of a Smile” 
must have been lured by his successor 
Somehow the successor does not come 
up to scratch. It is shocking and amus- 
ing, has a deal of individuality and 
manages to keep up your expectation 
of the really outrageous. Still, it dis- 
appoints. We possess what we consider 
a nice clean Rabelaisian mind and we 
like stories of beautiful though liberal 
ladies, not so much immoral as unmoral, 
if you know what we mean. Very pos- 
sibly, we asked more of this one than 
her publishers were willing to give her. 
Still, it was gratifying that the scene 
of her carryings-on should have been a 
French winter resort. That meant 
much in the Maine woods. 


VOLUME of short stories named 
for the best of them, “The Sin of 
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Monsieur Pettipon,” and the first-born 
of Mr. Richard Connell, did not cheer 
us greatly. We do not relish volumes of 
short stories, even of short stories good 
enough for publication in Mr. Lorimer’s 


modest weekly. It must be admitted, 
though, that Mr. Connell is an excep 
tional young writer. He is intentionally 
amusing. We could wish that his pu 
lishers had not proclaimed him 
New Humorist.” Lire may be par 
doned a prejudice against humorists 


HERE did not, however, seem to 

be any denying the worth of “T! 
Unspeakable Gentleman,” the first-bor: 
novel of Mr. John Marquand, nor ar 
questioning the promise of its author 
It is a dashing white cap of th 
romantic wave, a rattling original stor 
admirably told and downright exciting 
And Mr. Marquand’s hero seemed t 
us as beguiling and fascinating a per 
sonage as we had encountered over 
snuff box in many a day. Be it sai 
that we own to a weakness for snuf 
boxes and the romance of New England 
a century ago, whalers and Jamaic 
rum and the salt air tinged with a whif 
of powder and the days when a gentle 
man was no less a gentleman for 
leaning toward piracy. The adventures 
of this seafaring aristocrat—“who trie 
his best to be a bad example because h« 
could not be a good one” and wh 
turned out to be quite incorrigible whe: 
it came to doing the right and spectac 
ular thing in a tight place—kept us and 
left us breathless. 


Do the Great Open Spaces call you: 
“Merton of the Movies” will help you 
over the rough spots and “The Un 
speakable Gentleman” will do you no 
harm. 
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Flashlight of a Banquet in Our Town 
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Standardized Song-Sheet for Get-Together 
Meetings 
Air: “Marching Through Georgia” 


)ME around to the Knights of Pythias Hall, upon 
C next Saturday eve; 
3ring your friends along with you, do not them at home 
leave. 
Come along and join the fun, there’s sure to be a spree 
Every Saturday night at half-past seven. 


Chorus: 


Hurrah, hurrah, you'd better fall in line; 
Hurrah, hurrah, you'll see a sight so fine. 
The Jolly Bachelors’ Saturday Night Bowling and Ath- 
letic Club is out for a rousing good time, 
Led by our President, Doctor Julius Muhlenfelder. 
* * * 


Air: “A Long, Long Trail” 
rhere’s a long, long line a-waiting 
lo join the Advertising Slogan Writers’ Association. 
or the whole wide world is anxious 
lo get in on the fun, 
So why be longer hesitating? 
lll out your application slip to-day, 
\nd soon you'll be a member 
Of that good old A. S. W. A. 


* * * 


Air: “Dear Old Pal of Mine” 
Oh, how we love you, Francis X, Bottomley. 
You're ever first in the hearts of your employees. 
\ll your office fo-orce, 
Proudly hails you bo-oss. 
That’s why we love you, Francis X. Bottomley. 
* * * 
Air: “Tipperary” 
It's a long time till we'll find another 
Like our Treasurer, Morris Lipwitz. 
It's a long time till we'll find another 
\\ho the place so well will fit. 
(,ood-by, other treasurers, 
lor you we do not care. 
lsecause the Treasurer of the Morrisania Heights Boat- 
ing Society 
always right there. 
2 4 
Air: “K-k-k-Katy” 
h-th-th-Throckmorton, Wellington Throckmorton, 
You're the man who made the Busy Bee Department 
Store what it is to-day. 
\\hen the m-moon shines 
()ver the corner of Maple Street and Evergreen Avenue, 
‘here the Busy Bee Department Store will stand forever 
and a day. 
* * * 
Air: “Auld Lang Syne” 
Should the Class of Naughty-three of St. Aloysius’ Mili- 
tary Academy be forgot 
\nd never brought to mind? 
\Ve'll drink to our principal, Leonard Sturgis-Culpepper, 
Ph.D., 
\nd the days of auld lang syne. 
D. P. 
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It must have been catfish. 


Amusement 
HY did you install those efficiency methods in 
your office?” 
“Oh, we had a little spare time on our hands.” 


Tue first woman was named Eve, probably because her 
arrival brought an end to Adam’s perfect day. 


THERE will be only two styles in bathing suits this 
summer: those suitable for stout women over sixty, and 
those suitable for denunciation from the pulpit. 











“The Dictator” 
LTHOUGH the movies have 


risen to incredible heights in the 
realm of broad comedy, they have 
lagged far behind the stage in so far 
as light farce is concerned. Douglas 
Maclean, Wallace Reid and Bryant 
Washburn are the only successful 
farceurs developed on the screen. 

James Cruze, a director, and Wal- 
ter Woods, a scenario writer, have 
been attempting to remedy this state 
of affairs. “One Glorious Day,” in 
which they collaborated with Will 
Rogers, was a remarkable piece of 
work—in conception and perform- 
ance both. And now they have 
supplemented that triumph with an- 
other. 

“The Dictator” is adapted from 
Richard Harding Davis’s play, and 
while it has undergone several 
changes in the process, it has suf- 
fered little. It is gorgeously funny. 

Wallace Reid is more than accept- 
able in the leading rdéle, but the real 
honors must be handed to Walter 
Long, as a grotesquely comic taxi 
driver. Mr. Long has run away with 
other pictures before this, but he has 
done so always in villainous guise. 
He became definitely branded as a 
viper when he played Gus, the dusky 
renegade who chased Mae Marsh 
over a cliff in “The Birth of a Na- 
tion,” and he has been compelled to 
live up to that evil reputation ever 
since. But he has now proved that 
he is far more effective as an instiga- 
tor of laughs than of hisses. I trust 
that his managers will realize this 
fact, and will permit him to be funny 
for a while. 


“The Dictator,” in its entirety, 





oA. y, A Aadades, 
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is an exceptionally entertaining pic- 
ture, and does not deserve to be 
missed. 


“The Dust Flower” 


N the other hand, one can con- 
scientiously stay away from 
“The Dust Flower” without suffer- 
ing any real sense of personal loss. 
It is a very dull drama, constructed 
on the old Cinderella theme, and re- 
deemed only by certain flashes of 
genuine fire from Helene Chadwick. 
Even this competent actress is com- 
pelled to strain for her effects. 
There are many people who go to 
the movies, as they explain, “just to 
kill an evening.” Well, “The Dust, 
Flower” is as good a way to kill it 
as any. 


“God’s Country and the 


Law” 


AMES OLIVER CURWOOD is 

undoubtedly the most prolific 
writer in the world. There seems to 
be no limit to his industry. Scarcely 
a week goes by without the appear- 
ance of a new photoplay adapted 
from one of his novels. 

I have a suspicion, however, that 
Mr. Curwood has worked out a 
clever system in writing, by which he 
can multiply each ounce of effort six 
times. When he sits down to com- 
pose a story, he puts five carbons in 
his typewriter—and then sells the six 
copies to six different film producers. 
Of course, he gives the characters 
different names, and the stories dif- 
ferent titles—like “The Great Alone,” 
“Marquand of the Mounted,” 
“Frozen Passion” or “Rose o’ the 


North”; but, otherwise, he is content 
to leave fair enough alone. 

“God’s Country and the Law” ap- 
pears to be the sixth in one of these 
sets of carbon copies. The tradi- 
tional red-blooded Curwood vigor is 
only faintly apparent. 


Permanent Infancy 


N another page of this issue ap- 
pears a review of Harry Leon 
Wilson’s novel, “Merton of the 
Movies.” I hope that everyone will 
follow the advice in this review, and 
will read the book. It is without 
doubt the sagest, and the funniest, 
treatise on the cinematographic art 
that has ever been written. 
The following quotation from its 
pages is typical: 


ae suppose {a movie director is talk 
ing] we can’t ever sell to twenty million 
people a day pictures that make any de 
mand on the human intelligence. But 
couldn’t we sell something better to one 
million—or a few thousand ?”. 

e Governor {a film magnate] 
dropped his cigarette end into the arog 
of his coffee. “We might,” he said, * 
we were endowed. As it is, to make wie 
tures we must make money. To mak 
money we must sell to the mob. And th: 
mob reaches full mental bloom at the ag: 
cf fifteen. It won’t buy pictures the 
~mee child can’t get.” 

course the art is in its infancy,” 
remarked Henshaw . 
“Ours is the Peter Pan of the arts,’ 
announced the Governor . . 
“The Peter Pan of the arts—” 
“Yes. I trust you recall the outstand 
ing biological freakishness of Peter.” 
!” replied Henshaw. 


There is more wisdom in that con- 
versation than in all the voluminous 
reports of the Will Hays reform 
committee. It is the basic truth upon 
which all estimates of the silent 
drama must be founded. 

Robert E. Sherwood. 


(Recent Developments will be found 
on page 29) 
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"Tis testing time! Put 
them through their paces 
now. You’ll find them 
good travelers and depend- 
able companions through- 
out the summer stress. 
More feet to the mile are 
dressed in Phoenix hosiery 
than in any other. It leads 
the world in sales because 
it is Phoenix-woven of 
the stoutest silk—insur- 
ance of long mileage at 
small cost, to men, women 
and children everywhere. 
Friendly hosiery! Test it 
now for wear. Test it 
now for enduring elegance. 


PHOENIX 
HOSIERY 
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Revived 


Our favorite gag for the season, dug 
up from the files: 

“Say, Jones, how much did that fish 
weigh you caught last Tuesday?” 

“How much'd I tell yuh it weighed 
when I told yuh last Tuesday? It ain't 
shrunk none, Bill; it ain’t shrunk none.” 

—Richmond Times-Dispatch. 






























Brother Anglers 


Two local fishermen who were re- 
counting their experiences on a trout 
stream to a crowd were receiving much 
applause when an interested listener 
dryly remarked: “Don't cheer, boys, the 
poor devils are lying.” 

—San Francisco Chronicle. 


Not Ordered 


Walter: Pardon me, Sir, but this bill 
—er—doesn’t include the waiter. 

ProvinciAL Party: Well, I didn’t 
eat any waiter, did I?—Punch. 












HIS LITTLE WIFE 


“Ah, dearest, how small is man beside 
the illimitable sea!” 


The Ride of the Clans 


It was midnight. For hours 
sheeted clansmen had been riding, 
ing. 


hand. The shrouded figures 


the 
rid- 


Their destination was close at 
Swayed 


wearily from side to side as they rode, 


The fiery black monster in th 


came to a snorting, panting stop. 


lead 
A 


darky appeared. His bones shook. Roll- 


ing his eyes, he shouted: 


“Dis am de convention city—half an 


houah to get out of de Pullman.’ 


—Stanford Chaparrat. 


Descriptive 


A small Glenwood Avenue boy went 


with his mother to see the nature pic 


called “The Four Seasons.” 
In the “Spring” 


of its antlers. 


“Oh, lookie, maw,” the boy 


ture 


section was shown a 
handsome buck which had just lost 


one 


cried, 


“that deer is on’y got one hatrack!” 


—Youngstown Telegr 





“ANOTHER war? 
it would be too horrible.” 
“At any rate, 


it’s a thing I hay 


m, 


Don’t think of it 


e no 


desire to see until a long time after my 


"Illustration (Paris). 


death.’ 
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HAVE you read Ivanhoe? z “Yes indeed, Paul dear,—and I am even _CourRTSHIP consists of a man running 
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>€ Le LOTHIN TIN INGé« 
Gentlemens | Furnishing obs, 


MADISON AVENUE COR. FORTY-FOURTH STREET 









NEW YORK 
Telephone -ACurray Hill 8800 


Tropical-weight Clothing for 
Midsummer Golf 


Tennis and General Country Wear 
Norfolk & Chester Suits 
Odd Jackets & Knickers 
in Homespun, Silk and Crash 
Flannel Trousers 
Outing Shirts, Hosiery, Hats 
Shoes, Sweaters, etc. 


Send for “A Box of Matches Containing 
40 Ways to Play Golf” 


BOSTON NEWPORT 


TREMONTCOR. BOYLSTON 220 BELLEVUE AVENUE 


































BROOKS BROTHERS’ 


Building, convenient 
to Grand Central, Subway, 
and to many of the leading 
Hotels and Clubs 
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The Remarkable Rightness * 
ae G SoS Gbwrie 
wr I was young and stocks 

And m« Basie oi every tree, VLrornowaced Yee “Sp 
Letee oid ee m me! Co I N G E R A LE 


They always seem to have such fun! 
| wonder how the trick is done. 


Ss Father had another plan. | IPs d happy drink 


“My son,” he said, “the Law will 





And since he was a forceful man, 


+ HERE never was such a friendly 
I coldly answered, “Done with drink as Clicquot Club Ginger Ale. 
: ) aol You can depend upon it always. Day after 
But oh the pain it was to me day, in summer or winter, in Newport or 
hat I could not a broker be. Los Angeles, the taste never varies. It’s a 
man’s drink and awoman’s. Little children 
love it, and it is kind to them. The fussiest 
people accept it gratefully and are per- 
fectly satished. The good-natured, easy- 
going folk, who usually take anything that 
comes along, ask for, and often insist 
' ~ — iii upon, Clicquot Club Ginger Ale. There ‘ 
ieee — cays wien aeteng is the secret of Clicquot to Rap te Ginger Ale 


Sycent. of cours Pale Act. all like it. . 
Except, of course, the Volstead Act Bat don't Gilnk Ghat the hasey blend, Sarsaparilla 


But now Time’s mighty pendulum the taste, of Clicquot is all. Within every Birch Beer 
Has swung to quite another side: dancing drop of the golden liquid is purity 
The great financial sea is dumb itself. The water from which it is made Root Beer 
Where once the brokers used to is drawn from springs in cool caverns. No 
ry ginger but real Jamaica ginger is used, no 
I con my cases in the night sugar or fruit juice that is not as pure as 


They used to take me out to dine, 
Those happy, snappy  broker- 
rts 
And when they'd had a little Wine 
T he revelled in committing 
torts: 


(C.D 
\nd murmur softly, “Dad was can be bought or grown. (wa). 
ight.” 


G. S.C. There are other Clicquot beverages 


wr All are pure and good. Besides 
rhe Club of Knaves Ginger Ale, Clicquot makes Sarsa- 
“TJ ELL f'gossakes,” said a fa- parilla, Birch Beer, and Root Beer. 
miliar voice,»'when ju get We don’t know a better way to tell 
you how pure and good these drinks 
had he iped me help make the world thn dig a Uheaee Cus Ge 
safe for Liberty Bonds. I was flat- 
tered that he remembered me. In- ger Ale. Get a few bottles of these 
deed, | took it as a particular tribute flavors when you buy a case of Clic- 
that one or all of my particular war quot Club for the home. 
outfit hadn’t murdered me long ago. 
They were a nice lot of array ' THE CLICQUOT CLUB COMPANY 
“How are you?” I asked politely. Millis, Mass., U. S. A. 
“And what are you doing?” I asked 
him that from experience. The first 
man to ask that question wins. 
“Back at me old job,” he an 
swere!. “Burglary.” I was just a 
shade less surprised than you are. 
“Come on down to me club and 
have a drink,” he invited. I thought 
it expedient to accept. 
We turned down a side street. 
Half-way down the block we stopped. 
The house was like all the rest. My 
burglar friend leaped lightly to a 
window, opened it and disappeared 
inside. “Come on,” he said. 
I did. It was a novel way to enter ee 
a club but nobody, either outside or : 
(Continued on page 32) . Like It 


out ?” 
He was one of the gentlemen who 


ub Co Mills Mass 



































Hoo-Dye is regular 
equipment on the major- 
ity of the finest foreign 
tars, and in this country 
it is standard equipment 
on Cunninghams, while 
many thousands have 
been applied to Packards, 
Pierce - Arrows, Cadil- 
lacs, Studebakers, Mer- 
cers, Hudsons, Buicks 
and other of America’s 
best cars 


















Call Tel-U-Where for 
Our Nearest Distributor 
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You ride in 


cradled comfort 


No matter how rough and uneven the road, how long and 
tiresome thetrip, the baby cradled in his mother’s arms, knows 
neither shock nor fatigue. This is because the mother automat- 
ically absorbs the shocks and cushions the child against them 
with the springy resiliency of her spine and arms. 

This same ease and freedom from uncomfortable motor 
trouble will be yours if you equip your car with Hoo-Dyes. 
This hydraulic device compels your car to ride on liquid cush- 
ions and so eliminates the jounces and shocks due to uneven 
roads with theattendent wear and tearon yournervoussystem. 

Hoo- Dye is endorsed by leading physicians and osteopaths as a true 
health device because it is a protection and comfort to every motorist. 


If motoring wearies you or makes you conscious of your tired 
nerves, send for our book ** How Motoring Shocks Affect the Nerv- 
ous System" by R. Kendrick Smith, M.D., D.O., one of America's 
foremost physicians and osteopaths, For your own health's sake you 
should have a copy—send for it today and learn the health way of 
motoring. Ride easy with Hoo-Dye Hydraulic Shock Absorbers. 


Tue Hovupaitte Company, 1418 West Avenue, Buffalo, New York 
Manufactured by the Houde Engineering Corp. 
Canadian Distributors: Canadian Fairbanks Morse Co., Ltd., Montreal 


“DYE SHOCK ABSORBERS 


HYDRAULIC 


























“WOMAN!” 


Eric: vLeme on, reg—vout here! 



















Peg: With my new costume on! It’s 
likely, isn’t it? 
—Passing Show (London). 
FOR g MEN OF BRAINS 
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No Encumbrances 


In happy anticipation of their ap- 
proaching annual holiday to the seaside 
Kenneth and Joan were playing at 
“boarding house,” with Joan in the rdle 
of applicant. “Have you parents?” in- 
quired Kenneth, with great stiffness of 
manner. “Yes, sir, two,” replied Joan 
timidly. “Sorry, ma’am, but we never 
take children who have parents,” said 
Kenneth; “no ’cumbrances here.” 

—London Morning Post. 


A Bit Mixed 


Porter (to lady traveler) : Beggin’ yer 
pardon, mum, but I suppose you don’t 
’appen to know nobody wot ain’t stoppin’ 
ere wot ain’t sent for nobody not to re- 
move no luggage nor nothing? 

—Royal Magazine (London). 





“You say he’s a success as a sales- 
man ?” 
“Success! Why, that guy could sell 
war histories at a peace conference.” 
—Stanford Chaparral. 
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He Wouldn’t Mind 


A teacher in one of the Primary 
grades of the public school had notices 
a striking platonic friendship that ex. 
isted between Tommy and little Joay 
two of her pupils. ; 

Tommy was a bright enough 
youngster, but he wasn’t disposed ty 
follow his studies with much energy 
and his teacher said that unless jy 
stirred himself before the end of the 
year he wouldn’t be moved up to a new 
class. 

“You must study harder,” she told 
him, “or you won't pass. How would 
you like to stay back in this class ap. 
other year and have little Joan go ahead 
of you?” 

“Oh,” said Tommy, “I guess there’l} 
be other little Joans.” 

—Pearson’s Weekly (London), 


A Hard Day 


“T’'ve had a hard day,” said the tired 
business man aboard the evening train 
for home. “One of my office boys asked 
for an afternoon off to attend his aunt's 
funeral.g So being on to his scheme, as 
I thought, I said I’d go along too.” 

His friend chuckled. “Great idea! 


- Was it a good game?” 


“That’s where I lost out,” sadly ad- 
mitted the man of business. “It was his 
aunt’s funeral!” 

—Pittsburgh Chronicle-Telegraph. 


The Three Ages 


Report by a schoolboy of a lecture 
on “Phases of Human Life—Youth, 
Manhood, Age”: 

“In youth we look forward to the 
wicked things we will do when we grow 
up—this is a state of innocence. In 
manhood we do the wicked things of 
which we thought in our youth—this is 
the prime of life. In old age we are 
sorry for the wicked things we did in 
manhood—this is the time of our dot- 
age.” —Boston Transcript. 


To a Nicety 


“This is splendid material for a bath- 
ing suit,” said tMe clerk, “for besides 
being fast color it is guaranteed not to 
shrink.” 

“In that case,” replied the sweet 
young thing, who should have blushed 
but didn’t, “I'll take a yard and a half 
less.".—New York Sun. 


No Joy Left for Him 


“Brown shot the course in 79 yester- 
day.” 
“’m sorry.” 
_ “You’re sorry? Why?” 

“From now on he’s doomed to be off 
his game for the rest of his life.” 
—Detroit Free Press. 












Free Dog Book| 


by noted specialist. Tells how to 
FEED AND TRAIN 
ur dog 
KEEP HM HEALTHY 


CURE DOG DISEASES 
How to put dog in condition, kill 
fleas, cure scratching, mange, dis- 
temper. Gives twenty-five famous 


Q-W DOG REMEDIES 


and 150 illustrations of dog leads, train collars, 
harness, stripping combs, dog houses, eic. Meiled free 


Q-W LABORATORIES 
Dept. 19 Bound Brook, New Jersey 
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Durability! The rugged con- 
stitutions that make Keen Kutter 
knives last so long, are inherited 
from fine material and skilled crafts- 
manship. Asktoseea Keen Kutter. 


~\e 


Simmons Hardware Company 


| KEEN KTTER 











(THE SILENT DRAMA | 
e) Recent Developments 





ular Silent Drama department 
| be found on page 24) 


( The 


Cops. First National—Buster Kea- 
ton becomes involved in a police parade, 
and the resultant complications are ter- 
rifically comical. 

Salomé. United Artists—One could 
describe this as the most beautiful pic- 
ture ever filmed, and not be so very far 
from the truth. 


South of Suva. Paramount.—Mary 
Miles Minter in a Frederick O’Brien set- 
ting, with the usual quota of cannibals, 
ukuleles, degenerate copra dealers and 
hibiscus blossoms. 


Nanook of the North. Pathé——An 
extraordinarily vivid description of Es- 
kimo life. 


While Satan Sleeps. Paramount.— 
Jack Holt as an escaped convict who 
becomes the parson of a rough Western 
town, conducting church services while 
his confederate is cracking the local 
safe. Of course it all turns out for 
the best 


The Storm. Universal—In which 
the startling theory is advanced that 
denizens of the Great Open Spaces have 
a cleaner, finer outlook upon life than 
have the blighted city folks. 


Our Leading Citizen. Paramount.— 
Homely hokum, with a little, sly kid- 
ding on the side; manufactured by 
George Ade and retailed to the public 
by Thomas Meighan. 


My Wild Irish Rose. Vitagraph— 
anedrame and brogue dragged in by 
the ears 


Nero. Fox.—Nero fiddles while Rome 
burns, but it is nothing to get excited 
about. 


Bruce Wilderness Tales —Educa- 
tional--A series of beautiful scenic 
films, some of which are heightened by 
intelligent application of dramatic in- 
terest 

Silver Wings. For—Mary Carr 
plays a mother réle for a change. 

For Review Next Week—“A Trip 


Tr rough Paramount Town,” “The Fast 
Mail” and “Always the Woman.” 
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What Home Means to a Boy 


PLACE into which bigger boys 
don’t dare pursue you. 
A place to go to when you're 
hungry. 
A place where you have to carry 
a report card. 
A place where you can’t bring 
stray pups. 
A place where you cease to im- 
press your friends. 
A place where you are always be- 
ing told to do or not to do something. 


A place where you have to go to 
bed early. 

A place where you are apt to be 
misunderstood. 

A place where everybody else in- 
sists on his or her rights. 

A place you don’t like to have to 
Stay at. 

A place that is heaven when you're 
lost. 

The only place you wouldn’t enjoy 
seeing burn down. 





| 1, You’re off! No 


delay. A rich, 
busy lather —~— 
instantly. 


2. Done! And no 
tice how fine 
your face feels 
after using 


Williams’! 


Lather- Life 


Lather lives and works only while it holds 


When 


Williams’ Shaving Cream is 
made in such a way that its lather 
always holds thick, lush and 
creamy every shave. Williams’ is 
lather—not foam. Lather, not fleet- 
ing bubbles that look good for a 
moment and then freeze dry on 
your face. 


its moisture. 


Men with tender skins swear by 
Williams’. Williams’ lather not 
only . softens the beard, but it 


. 4 / : 


it’s dry it’s ‘‘dead.’’ 


leaves the skin smooth and glove- 
like whether you use cold water 
or hot, hard water or soft, or 
whether you shave under speed or 
take your time about it. 


Enough for Ten Days FREE 


Send for a trial size tube. It will 
convince you of a new luxury in 
Shaving Cream. The coupon is for 


your convenience. 


rc 


TRIAL SIZE FREE 


The J. B. Williams’ Co., Glastonbury, Conn. 


partment 47 


I want to see for myself what you mean by a new luxury in 
shaving cream. Send me your trial size tube. 
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| Pa over ten generations the lovely ' 
women who have used Pears’ Soap 
have been convincing evidence that it 
is “Matchless for the Complexion” ’ 


*“Good morning! 


Have you used Pears’ Soap?” 
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Handy Handbook for Auto 


Owners 
LMOST every car owner wants 
Ac know how to fix the car 
himself. This is particularly true of 
the man who owns his own garage. 

After carefully reading all the 
books on “How to Repair the Car, 
and Handy Auto Answers for the 
Anxious,” I have boiled all the in- 
formation they contain into a few 
simple questions and answers, which 
I hereby present to my fellow mo- 
torists free of charge: 

Q. How is the distributor 
justed ? 

A. Under no conditions touch the 
distributor. Have it adjusted by a 
reliable garage man. 

©. What is the proper way to 
adjust a brake band? 

A. A loose brake bana may cause 
a serious accident. 

Q. What is a crankshaft? 

A. Do not attempt to touch the 
crankshaft. It is a job only for an 
experienced mechanic. 


ad- 


Q. If the car emits blue smoke, 
what is the trouble? 

A. Do not attempt to remedy this 
trouble. Take the car to a garage. 

Q. How may a dirty spark plug be 
cleaned? 

A. Don’t do it. At the first sign 
of trouble it is cheaper to have the 
car thoroughly overhauled. 

Q. Where is the spark lever? 

A. The sparking system is a very 
complicated apparatus. “ave it fixed 
by an expert. B, I. 


Water Lilies 


HE hours are water lilies 
That stir but never go, 
Touched by the urge of waters 
That: sway them to and fro— 
While I am waiting, dearest, 
The hours linger: so! 


The hours are water lilies 
In bloom when you are near. 
They drop their pearly petals 
In waters cool and clear— 
So swiftly gone a beauty 
Unutterably dear! GC. W. D. 








LIFE’S Fresh Air Fund 


Lire’s Fresu Air Funp has been in opera. 
tion for the past thirty-five years n that 
time it has expended $20,652.78 and 
given a fortnight in the country t 
poor city children. 


has 


42,722 


Contributions, which are acknowledged in 
Lire about three weeks after their receipt 
should be made payable to Lire’s Frrsu Ap 


Funp, and sent to 598 Madison Ax New 
York City 
Previously acknowledged ........ $13,257.93 
Charles H. Lesh, N. Y. City...... 10.00 
Richard C. Lesh, N. Y. City...... l 
Mrs. C. A. Johnscn, McKeesport, Pa. 1 
V. G., South Orange, N. J....... 0 
“In memory of a loved boy’...... 10.00 
Albert Gallatin, N. Y. City...... 25.00 
E. H. I., Ann Arbor, Mich....... 10.00 
A. Teitlebaum, Memphis, Tenn.... 00 
Fred G. Ferry, Pittsfield, Mass. 10.00 
Miss A. M. Becker, Seneca Falls 

_ wre 00 


Miss Emily Mosser Tompkins, Al 

lentown, Pa. ; © 0 
Robert W. Parsons, Kennebunk, Me 10.00 
S. M. Osgood, Medford, Mass.... 
Miss Lucy N. Robinson, Middle- 

SN No vnancauseas-ehaleks 
Harriet Conkling Rockwell, Albany, 
“C. Ee By Ge 85 cnet occccces 10.0 
M. Elizabeth Hodgson, Fairlee, Vt. 10.00 
E. R. Wilson, M.D., Katonah, N. Y.. 10.00 


Dorothy Bowne Smith, Charleston, 

W. Va. Fr Eee eee 10.00 
Mrs. Frank W. Thacher, Edgewater 

Park, N. J kad hier aan 0 
F. S. Cameron, Philadelphia...... l 
Harriet Mead Child, Greenwich, 

Te. §sctencceawusantseusauess 
“E. M. G.—Cleveland”........... 0 
R. W. Mesereau, Portland, Ore... 0 
Thomas Lauritzen, Fergus Falls, 

Minn. ic eebEats easaanas 2.00 
Ralph W. Halsey, Jr., Grosse Pointe 

Farms, Mich née0eeces 00 
Andrew Ward Halsey, Grosse Pointe 

Farms, Mich. ink eveee ears .00 
Mrs. Grace W. Bartlett, Water- 

SN ae tik eae Me 00 
Mrs James O. Foss, Boston, Mass. 00 
Mary Root Wilcox, Middletown, 

ee ee led 00 
Chas. E. Riley, Boston, Mass..... .00 
H. L. Smith, Sterling, N. J........ 00 
Ss. & are 00 
Mrs. J. A. Sevenson, Concord, 

a SE; gcicne dae uate don onan 00 
Dorothy Anne & Evelyn Thomson, 

Grand Rapids, Mich............. 00 


Soe Se A eee 10.00 
Mrs. F. a. Thompson, Bellows Falls, 
abe eee 19.00 


|” Ee Sager 10.00 
Winifred K. 
Gy Sk waeWbcwnacaasdede .< 10.00 





AreYou Interested in Theosophy’ 


Theosophy explains all the problems of | 


life. Send for free booklets on Rein- 
carnation. 
Life’s inequalities, how to harmonize 


them with a Plan of Infinite Justice. | 
__ The reason for the birth of genius and 
idiot, saint and criminal is a_ problem 
which worries every just thinking man. 
All the world is interested—must be. 
Theosophy holds the explanation. 
Write Dept. J, Propaganda Dept., 
Theosophical Society, 826 Oakdale Ave., 
| Chicago, Ill. 
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LIFE’S Fresh Air Fund 


$10.00 
5.00 
10.00 
10.00 


10.00 
10.00 
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10.00 
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5.00 
5.00 
20.00 
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10.00 
20.00 
10.00 

1.00 
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20.00 

2.00 

3.00 
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30.00 
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11.87 
10.00 

5.00 


5.00 
10.00 
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1.00 
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$14,388.80 





Sure Relief 


INDIGESTION 
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>> 6 BELL-ANS 
Hot water 
Sure Relief 


LL-ANS 


23¢ ano 75¢ PACKAGES EVERYWHERE 








MAN is marked by his 
manners and desires 
—to smoke Mela- 
chrino Cigarettes has always 
been an evidence of refined 
taste—a sign of superior 
judgment. 












MELACHRINO Cigarettes em- 
body an unusual selection of the 
rarest and most delicate of Turkish 
tobaccos—obtainable only by Mela- 
chrino, and shared by no other 
cigarette in the world. 


¢ : - - 
CMT) > ee eee 
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MELACHRINO 


“The One Cigarette Sold the W orld Over” 











Acknowledged With Thanks. 


Packaces of clothing, shoes and 
stockings, sweaters, toys, books, bath- 
ing suits, baseball suits, and candy 
have been received at the Farm from 
Miss Amy E. Blackman, Redding, 
Conn.; Mrs. W. H. Morling, Emmets- 
burg, Iowa; Mrs. J. N. Houser, Knox- 
ville, Tenn.; Mrs. H. J. Holt, Port- 
land, Maine; Mrs. G. B. Extrom, Madi- 
son, Wisconsin; Mrs. F. M. Graff, 
Blairsville, Pa.; Lewis O. Grimm, Al- 
legheny, Pa.; F. B. Chapin, Mauch 
Chunk, Pa.; Mrs. J. D. Stryker, Du- 
luth, Minn.; Mrs. U. B. Farwell, Wash- 
ington, D. C.; Mrs. Mark Sullivan, 
Washington, D. C.; Mrs. L. H. Smith, 
Jefferson, Wis.; A. Shapleigh, Andover, 
Mass.; W. F. Howard, Brooklyn; M. 
Wheeler Speir, Northampton, Mass. ; 
Mrs. Florence Rapp, Ellsworth, Maine ; 
Mrs. A. S. Foote, Washington, D. C. 





“I warn, you, my girl, the position is 
for service in the country. 


“Then permit me to ask Madam if she 
keeps a.chauffeur, and if there is a 
movie in. the village.” 


—L’Illustration (Paris). 








IN. CLEVELAND 
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“This Weary Old Earth 
Must Borrow Its Mirth” 


Refinement 
Convenience 
Excellent 
Service 
and Kitchen 


-ITS THE J | 
HOLLENDEN 


of our 


Enclosed find 


Life 


has noticed that a good deal of it is bor- 
rowed—and sometimes without giving 
him, credit. 
hand, original version, as published. Try 
it yourself for a year, or Obey That Im- 
pulse, and for a trial trip, avail yourself 


Subscribe and get it first 


Special Offer 
One Dollar (Canadian $1.20, Foreign $1.40). 


Send Lire for the next ten weeks to 








One Year $5 








Open enly to new subscribers; no subscriptions renewe 


at this rate. 


LIFE, 598 Madison Avenue, New York 


Canadian $5.80 Foreign $6.60 








The Club of Knaves 
(Continued from page 27) 
in, showed any excitement. Indeed, 
it was quite like any gentleman’s 
club—soft lights, not so soft voices 
and tobacco smoke. The attendants 
were dressed in police uniforms. 
“Makes the boys feel more at 
home,” explained my host. I fol- 
lowed him into the bar. This was 
fitted up attractively as a cell. It 
was certainly homelike. The drinks 
were never like home. 
“Nice place,” I observed, deter- 
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- 2474@/ TOBACCO | 
Lock voucn | 

Keeps Tobacco Right | 
PRT octon with tobacco |) 
littered pockets. Use this || 

handy, compact pouch. Simple, | 

sure device opens or || 
closes at a touch. | 

Soldat cigar,drug, |) 


| Genuine Suede 

| Rubber Lined 
| Made and Fully G 6 
| TheF.S. MILLS CO., Inc, Gloveres 











mined to show as much sang froid 
as had hitherto carried me along. 

“Not bad,” he observed. “Got to 
have some place to hang out, now 
the saloons have gone sour.” 

“Lot of members?” I asked. 

“Waiting list,” he assured me. 
“The rules is easy and guests is ex- 
pected. Now and then a member 
brings a bull to dinner. We always 
pretend to mix him up with the ser- 
vants—same uniform, y’see. Ho-ho.” 

After the drinks, he showed me 
about. The cell motif predominated. 
The library was fitted out like a po- 
lice court even down to the green 
lights. It was most cheerful. 

“Well,” I said finally, “I think I’d 
better make a break.” 

“All right,” he said amiably. “But 
you oughta see the top floor. We 
got a machine shop up there—and 
a swell pistol range.” 

I shuddered slightly, and thanked 
him for his hospitality. He saw me 
to the door—to the window, rather. 

“Come again,” he invited—“any 
time. Guests is expected.” And he 
gave me the telephone number. 

a 

It wasn’t until next morning that 
I missed my watch. I called up the 
club. My friend was out. 

“Yesterday afternoon,” I began, 


Tne CAREY PRINTING CO. Inc. 





to the clerk, “I—er—my watch .. 
“Yair,” he replied, “try and ge 
it.” And he hung up. 
No wonder guests is expected. 
H, WH. 





ROYAL MAIL 
to EUROPE 


**The Comfort Route” 


The tang of sea air, the jolly hours on 
deck produce an appetite that Roya! Mail 
menus never fail to satisfy. In the 
cheerful, tastefully decorated dining-room 
with the attentive steward at your ser- 
vice, dining the Royal Mail way is per- 
haps the greatest pleasure of the voyage. 


Roomy, restful staterooms. Constant personal 
service. 


Travel by the famous “0” 
New York to 


FRANCE - ENGLAND - GERMAN! 


Cherbourg Southampton Hamburg 


“ORBITA” “ORDUNA” “OROPESA’ 
“ORCA” and “OHIO” (Building) 


BERMUDA Weekly sailings from 
N e 


ew York by th 
ARAGUAYA will be resumed in December 


WEST INDIES woe cruises de lure 


to the West Indies 
next January and February by the ORCA, 
25,000 tons displacement (building) 


THE ROYAL MAIL STEAM PACKET 0 
26 Broadway, New York 
117 W. Washington Street, Chicago 
or local agents 


Steamers from 


























Now—as to economy 


e 


CONOM*Y is not only a matter of saving. It 

consists also of spending money to best ad- 
vantage. You can often add materially to the 
effectiveness of your purchases by reading the 
advertisements in this publication. 


Advertising identifies goods of unquestioned 
value. When a manufacturer puts his name on a 
product and tells you about it, you may rest assured 
that it is worth while. It does not pay to advertise 
merchandise that is not sound. The comebacks 
are too costly. 


Make a practice of reading advertisements. 
Read them as news from the business world, pub- 
lished for your benefit. 


Sometimes, they keep you from making an un- 
wise purchase by pointing out just why one article 
suits your needs better than another. J step toward 
real economy! 


Often, they help you live better and dress better 
and make more of your income in every way. 
Also, real economy. 


And you will find that they frequently save you 
money. 


Economy, certainly 


Gee. Bee. Are. 


LIFE’S Advertising Manager, Madison Avenue, No. 598, New York 
B. F. Provandie, Western Manager, Marquette Bldg., 1537, Chicago 























You Know a Good Brush When You See It 


NOWING what work you expect of a 
brush, you are able to judge by examination 
whether or not it will do that work. 
Pro-phy-lac-tic Brushes are designed to do 
thoroughly the work for which they are to 
be used. 
They will stand the test of examination and 
will tell their own story if you will look at them. 


The Pro-phy-lac-tic Pen-e-tra-tor Hair Brush 
will brush through the hair. That’s what you 
want. You want to feel it on your scalp. It 
brushes all the hair instead of going over the top. 


Look at the stiff, springy, widely separated 
bristles and you will see that this is so. 


The Pro-phy-lac-tic Hand Brush is made to 
scrub and scrub and scrub for years. 


Its sturdy construction, its metal bristle bed, 
and its thickly set bristles stand the wear and 
the hard usage you expect. See these brushes 
at any store where brushes are sold. 


All Pro-phy-lac-tic Brushes are sold in the 
sanitary yellow boxes. If you buy one that dis- 
appoints you in any way, let us know and we 
will replace it. 

Send for the free illustrated booklet, 

“Ideas About Hair Dressing” 
FLORENCE MANUFACTURING COMPANY 
Florence, Mass. 

Makers of Pro-phy-lac-tic Tooth Brushes 


Canadian Agency: 247 St. Paul Street West, Montreal 





